The Companion of a Mile

The Fool

And straying we went, and swaying we went, with

lambkins round us playing we went j
Her face uplift to drink the sun, and not for me

her smile.
We danced, a king and queen of May, upon a

fleeting holy-day,

But O, she'd won her wager, my companion of
a mile'

Sir John.

Her rosy lips they never spoke, though every rosy

foot-fall broke
The dust, the dust to Eden-bloom j and, past

the throbbing blue,
All ordered to her rhythmic feet, the stars were

dancing with my sweet,
And all the world a mornce-dance 1

The Fool.

She knew not j but I knew!
Love, like Amphion with his lyre, made all the

elements conspire
To build his world of music.   All in rhythmic

rank and file,
I saw them in their cosmic dance, catch hands

across, retire, advance,

For me and my companion, my companion of a
mile I

97                            a